THE ATTACKS O^ THE CORUNNA
few hnndred yards, and though at first we found boards
with arrows and the name Majadahonda, soon there were
no indications. On either side of the track, and once or
twice right in the middle, were shell holes. Trench line3!,
crooked and deep-dug, seamed the slopes, and there were
bodies everywhere. We managed to steer a straight
course more by good luck than anything else, and after a
few final bnmps we swayed down a bank on to the road,
and there was Majadahonda village five hundred yards in
front of us. We passed the control post, where we were
informed that the staff car had arrived a quarter of an
hour earlier and was waiting for us in front of the ay ante-
mierto or town halL
Majadahonda had not been much damaged in the
fighting. It was an ugly, straggling village with the usual
irregular market squares, now filled with camp kitchens,
and there in the shade a heavy artillery column ready to
pull out, its work accomplished. We were told that if we
liked we could take our cars as far as Las Rozas, but the
staff would prefer us to go on foot as they were obliged
to send lorries up with stores and did not want too much
attention called to the road, which was in full view of the
enemy at Torrelodones.
It was only a couple of thousand yards by a field track?
and we were soon on the main road. It seemed strange to
set foot on its broad asphalt surface, practically un-
damaged by the war. To see the great signpost pointing
to the Esconal, 49 kilometres away, it looked quite easy
to go there, but we knew that not more than a kilometre
away the road was barricaded, and that Reds were in their
trenches ready to fight. The Coranna road brought
memories. Away there on the crest of the mountains, in
the Guadarrama pass, high in the snow, were the front
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